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Devoured by his obsession, he gave, that summer, less and less
attention to his son. He who had been made privy to so many
shameful secrets often said to himself: 'We always think that the
happenings tucked away in newspaper paragraphs don't concern
us, that murders, suicides and scandals are what come to other
people, while, all the time . . / And yet, all the time, he did not
know that there had been moments in the course of that de-
vastating August when his son had been within an ace of talcing
an irreparable step. Raymond longed to run away, but longed,
too, to hide, to become invisible. He could not pluck up courage
to go into a cafe or a shop. He would walk up and down a
dozen times before a door before he could bring himself to open
it. This mania made all flight impossible, though he felt stifled in
his home. J^Lany were the evenings when death seemed to him
to be the simplest of all solutions. He would open the drawer in
which his father kept an old-fashioned revolver, but it was not
God's will that he should find the cartridges. One afternoon he
walked between the drooping vines down to the pond that lay
beyond the sun-baked paddock. He hoped that the weeds, the
growing water-plants, might knot a tangle round his feet, that
he might be unable to extricate himself from the muddy liquid,
that his eyes and mouth might be filled with slime, that no one
might ever see him more, nor he see others watching him.
Mosquitoes were skimming the surface, frogs were plopping in
the eddying shadows like so many stones. Caught in the weeds
a dead animal showed white. What saved Raymond then was
not fear but disgust.

Fortunately, he was not often alone. The Courreges* tennis-
court was a focus of attraction for all the young people of the
neighbourhood* It was one of Madame Courreges* grievances
that the Basques should have involved her in the expense of
having it made, and then, when they might have played oil it,
had gone away. Only strangers got the benefit of it. Young men.
in white, with rackets in their hands, moving inaudibly on
sandalled feet, appeared in the drawing-room at the hour of